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The comicall Hi^orte of 
Lumce. Pray you let’s liauc no more fooling, about if, but 
nice your blcfTing : I am / amceUt your boy that was, yuur fonne 
that is, your child that fliall be. 

(job. I cannot thinkc you arc my fonne. 

Lame. 1 know not what 1 (ball think of that : but I am 
let the Icwcs man, and I am furc iJMargme your wife is my mo- 
ther. 

Gob. Her name is Margcrie in deede, ilc be fwornc if thou bcc 
;hou art mine owne flcfli and blood : Lord woifliipt 
might be be, what a beard haft thou got*, thou haft got more hairc 
on thy chinne, then Dobbin my philhorfc hafe on his taile. 

Lamce. Itftiould feemc then that Dobbins tailcgr owes back- 
ward. I am furc hcc had more hairc of his taile then lhauc of my 
face when I loft faw him. 

^ob. Lord how art thou changd : how dooft thou and thy Ma- 
fter agree, I haiic brought him a preftnt \ how grec you now ? 

Lamce. Well, well, but for mine owne part, as I hauc fet vp my 
reft to runne away,fo I will not reft till I haue runne fome grounii; 
my Maifter’s a v*ery Icwc, giuc him a prefent, giuc him a halter, 1 
amfamifhtin hisfcruicc. rou may tellcuery finger l hauc with 
my ribs : Father I am glad you arc come, giuc me your prefentta 
one Maiftcr who in deede giucs rare newc Lyuorics, ifl 

ferue not him, I will runne as farre as God has any ground. 0 rare 
fortune, hcere comes the man, to him Father, fbriamaleweifi 
ferue the Icwc any longer. 

Enter BaflTanio with afollcwer or two. 

Tajf. You may doe fo^ but let it be fo hafted that fupper be rea- 
dy at the fartheft by fiuc of the clockc : fee thefe Letters dcliucrcd, 
put the Lyuericsto making, and defire Gratiano to come auoncto 
my lodging, 

Lamce. To him Father. 
t^ob. God bleftc your wor/hip. , 

"Baff. Gramcrcie, wotridft thou ought with me. 

Gobhe. Hccrc’smy(onncfir,apooreboy. 

Latiftce. Not a poore boy fir, but the rich lewes man that would 
fir as my Father fhallfpccifico , 
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the Merchant of Venice. 

^ u H.liithaoTeatinfcftionfirjasoncwoulcifay ^oferuc. 

Lau. Llae fife fliortand ehc longis, /feme the lcwc,& liauc 

a dcfirc as mv Father fhall fpecific. 

Gob. His Maiftcr and he (fauingyour worflnps reuercncc) are 

xX^brkfc.th^ truth is. that the Icwc hauing done 
me wrong, dooth caufc me as my Father being I hope an old man 

^S?fbueK“adi(Ti ofDoucs that I would beftow vppon 

vourworniip.andmyfuteis. ' 

^ Lau. Inverybricfe, the fute is impertinent tomyfelfc, as your 
worlhip fhall Icnowc by this honeft old man, aiad though I fay it, 

though old man, yet poore man my Father. 

Baf One fpeake for both, what would you ? 

Zd«». Scrucyoufir. 

Gob. That is the very defca of the matter fir. 

Baf I know thee well, thou haft obtaind thy fute, 
thy Maifter fpokc with me this day. 

And hath preferd th,cc, if it be preferment 
To leaue a rich ^ewes feruicc, to become 
The follower of fo poore a ©cntlcroan. 

CUmne. The old prouerb b very well parted betwccnc my Mai- 
ftcr Shylocke and you fir, you hauc the grace of-God fir, and hcc 
hath enough. 

Bttf Thou fpeakft it well •, goc Father with thy Sonne 
Take leauc of thy old Maiftcr, and enquire 
My lodging out, giuc him a Lyueric 
Mpre garded then his fcllowcs : lee it done. 

(^lorone. Father in, 1 cannot get a (eruice, no, I hauc ncrc a tong 
in my head, wel : if any man in Italy hauc a fayrer table which 
dooth offer to fwearc vpon abooke, I fhall hauc good fortune j 
goc foo, hccrc’s a fimple lync of life, hecres a finall tryfle of wines, 
alas, fifteenc wiues is nothing, a leuen widdowes and nine maydes 
b a fimple commingin for one man, and then to fcape drewning 
thrice, and to be in pcrrill of my life witli the edge of a featherbed, 
hcere are fimple feapes: vvell.ifForfuncbca woman fhe’sagood 
wench for this gcrc ; Father comc,ilc take^my Icaucof the lewc in 
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